A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS., 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 



Model Building 



Original TESTED designs for 




All veteran model builders know 

Cal Smith as one of the country's 

leading authorities on model building. 

As a writer, designer, illustrator and 

winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 

fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. Far the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . -today! 

at your local newsstand 754 




If you, news dealer connol supply you, order by moil. Send lo 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-o, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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CIRCUS DREAM 

A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 
By Walter Farmer 



rmr%WZ SUN was hot in a cloudless blue sky 
and the only sound was the steady hum 
of some industrious bees. A big shaggy dog 
named O'Shawnessy had found himself a cool 
resting spot in the flower bed right close to the 
cellar window. It was shady there. He snoozed. 

Wicky Burke, lying on his stomach on (he 
wood floor of the porch, was reading a How 
to-Build Things magazine. He grew restless 
after awhile and laid the publication aside. He 
squirmed and sat up. He looked idly at the 
sky, at the trees, at the flower bed. 

"O'Shawnessy!" he exclaimed. "Ssst! Come 
here, boy !" 

The big dog raised his head a little and lan- 
guidly wagged his bushy tail. 

"O'Shawnessy, come here! Now!" The boy's 
voice was low but insistent. The big dog rose 
reluctantly and ambled up the porch steps. 
Wicky patted his head and said. "Boy, you 
know better than to sleep in the flowers. If 
mom caught you there she'd give you a good 
whack. And maybe me, too." 

The dog sensed the tone of reprimand and 
laid his head on his master's knees, his hit: 
eyes looking up sorrowfully. It was as if he 
were trying to say, "Why, master, you know I 
would never have laid in the flower bed if I 
knew you objected to it. Please forgive me!" 

A Texas Ivory convertible, with top down, 
drew to a halt alongside the curb. A smartly 
dressed, clean-shaved man with a deeply tanned 
face got out briskly and walked toward Wicky. 

"Hello, young man. Is that your dog? Fine 
looking fellow'. WfM cared for. What's hi? 

nam* tft 

''O'Steawn's^y." tfc*pn.ndfd ilic h'jy. ''*h>I if 
you're looking for my mother to sell 8(Mr>£ a 
thing, she's not home." 

The man chuckled. "O'Shawnessy, eh? 



That's quite an ■ unur-tial n 
tricks?" 

"Sit up !" ordered Wic! 
then on command from 
through some of his 



Dnr? do any 

The dog obeyed, 
rruislcr lie went 
Lie down." 
"Roll over." "Play dead," "Speak . . ." 

"Splendid! Splendid! A well- trained dog!" 
the man exclaimed. Wicky beamed proudly. 

"Yes sir!" the man declared. "He may be just 
the animal we need for our experiment. Stick 
■ round, boy and keep your dog with you. I 
expect 10 be back in a little while and if we do 
il, there'll be a nice piece of change in it for 
you.' Before the lad could ask any questions, 
the man had walked briskly to his e«. hopped 
in and driven off. 

The man drove downtown and parked in 
front of an office building. He entered and 
faced half-a-dozen glum-looking men seated at 
a long table. "Well, did anybody rent a dog?" 
he asked. 

"No. chief." replied one of the men. "All the 
dogs we 'looked at are just loo perfect. They're 
show champs, but Ihey don't have any oomph. 
Gue-fs we'll Iwve to have an artist draw a dog 
for our calendar, as usual!" 

"Uh-uh !" said the man called "chief." "Boys, 
I've found the perfect dog for a colored photo. 
He's big and shaggy and well-trained. Next 
year's Barko dog calendar will be the greatest 
yet. Have you got all the props ready? Is the 
cameraman here? Did somebody get the tur- 
key? Now my idea is to have this kid — the 
hoy actor— cat vi n ^ the turkey while 'be dog 
sits a!t'.H!£: i .idr Mi* table heEE'-"?- I 1 '" nigk* g 
beautiful photo. Gel everything «•-'. up w&fle 
1 fetch the dog." 

Wicky Burke was lolling on the pordi nr-ir 
the snoozing O'Shawnessy. The boy was day- 
dreaming. He had about decided that the brisk 
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[ii.ui u, u, F eonvertiblfl must be the boss of a 
circus. The boy pictured himself in a cauay 
uniform in the center ring under the big top 
directing O'Shawnessy through various amaz- 
ing tricks while thousands cheered. 

The mailman came along, interrupting the 
dream. There were three letter* for mother, 
four bills for father, and an unsealed envelope 
addressed only to "Householder." Wicky 
opened this and saw a printed sheet of paper 
with the strange, long word "ANTI-VIVE- 
SECTION" at the top. It seemed like a dull 
tract to him, to he didn't read it. He stuffed 
it in his pocket and carried the rest of the 
mail indoor*. 

The doorbell rang. It was the man called 
"chief," boss of the Barko Dog Bisket Corp. 
He imiled at Wicky and said, "Boy, how would 
you like to make a fast twenty bucks? We want 
to use your dog, O'Shawnessy. Here's the 
money in advance. How does it look to you?"' 
The man held out two crisp ten-dollar bills. 

"Oh, Boy!" exclaimed Wicky, taking the 
money. The man led boy and dog to the con- 
vertible and soon they were speeding down 
town. "Mister, will we he in the circus?- asked 
Wicky. 

^ "Could be!- replied the man with , chuckle. 
"Could lead to the circus, Nothing - * impov 
cit'le, that's my motto!" 

When Wicky and his dog entered the off .c:e. 
all the men jumped up shouting, "Chief, you 
did ft again!" "That dog's perfect!" "He's just 
right for our experiment!" They all patted 
O'Shawnessy and exclaimed over him and the 
big dog wagged his tail. 

The dog was led away down a corridor and 
when Wicky started to follow, the chief re- 
strained him. "Better stay here, my boy. He's 
liable to be a little nervous if he sees you. 
Might spoil (he shot- You wait here." 

Wicky was left alon* in the? room. Having 
nothing else to do, he took out the "ANTI- 
VIVESECTION" tract and started reading. 
The article said in effect that mean men were 
cutting open Jive dogs to make experiments. 
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Wicky heard a footstep,. One of the men had 
returned and got a large carving; knife out of 
a drawer. He took the knife and walked off 
down the corridor. Wicky looked at him dumb- 
ly. It was perhaps a full minute before he 
jumped up and ran after the man. 

At the other end of the corridor, the man 
carrying the knife opened a door and entered. 
Wicky's legs were weak, but he ran toward 
the door. He thrust it open. For a moment he 
was blinded by the bright light in the room. 
Then he saw a boy of approximately 'his own 
age holding the knife, and O'Shawnessy seated 
on the floor, looking up at the boy. 

."No you don't!" cried Wicky, grabbing the 
other boy and twisting his arm. "You can't 
cut my dog open !" 

The boy actor dropped the knife. He was off- 
balance and startled. But he knew something 
about the manly art of self-defense. He sent s 
left jab straight and true to Wick's eye, and 
Wicky Burke staggered backward and sat 
down abruptly. 

»J^HE MEN stopped (he fight nght there. 

planalir.n 5 followed. The chief laugher! 
N»Wy ©J* "My h-y, don't worry. The 

knife is for cutting up Un key— not dogs!" 
Then he added, "You know, gents, it would 
make the perfect touch for this calendar pic- 
ture if we had two boys and one dog— and if 
one of the boys had a black eye!" 

So, next year when you get your free calen- 
dar from the Barko Dog Bisket Corp, youll 
see that the dog is O'Shawnessy and the boy 
on the l e ft i s Wicky— and you'll know how 
he got his black eye! 

THE END 



READ the ndventurea of WICKY and 
O'SHAWNESSY in juturc iuuet of WHIZ 
COMICS! 
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Win one of these 
4 FREE TRIPS 
to my Colorado 
ranch, Partner! 



Mr Pftt If TBIPMNNtBS! ■ 



in this exciting New Nation-wide 

DAISY SHOOTIN' CONTEST 

You tinn't piidk h«u *- ■ — 



You don't even have 
wm one of lh« 4 Free Trips to' Red 
Ryder s Ranch or on., of the.-'>57 ,«ir 
rifles, trophy cups and medals— to be 
!;iVL,n as ,., rli5es i n the ihrillins oaisv 
?S? TIH .? ON rF'' 8t »rtinK March 15. 
row s Uaisv In.m a 1'rk-nd' Prizes to he 
awarded mi the oomi)iii < ..d b;,sis of hesl 
targets arid aplest completions of Cmi- 
!esi. N'nlence. There'll he TWO epa- 
rale divisions! nka mkmukk's division- 
shooters in this iimiin will win Ihp mesr' 
VAUIAIU,!.; PRIZIM such as the 4 
Red Ryder Ranch Trips 100 D-iisv 

NEW 



Defenders, 50 Daisy p U m p Guns, 50 
aisy Red Ryder Carbine*. Trophy 
Cups. Medals provided thut they are 

V^"ri//T n ;r Kam **r* of n ft a for 

IMO-i Urt il (hey send in AVI'UCATION 
"'OHM and 50-crnt membership Foe with 
their Contest Targets before nudn, H ht 
May 39, 1952! non-nra division- If 
you don't join NRA, vnu ran shoot' to 
win .me ,jl the II Daisy Defenders or 

Ge< ALT CONTEST ' V A ''' Hl ' U "■ K "' ' 55 : " 
D i D< ler— or mail eoupun for FREE 
contest KiT-and start shootin'tow ' 




6Z.Plymo.ilh. Mid,.. U.SJ1. 



